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and drawing in its strength and comfort. How everything of that day is printed on my soul! If I could live always as earnestly as then, my sight would be keen and my memory strong for the troubles and wants of the world. I have sometimes thought that your earnestness of purpose might make care for little things impossible, now I see that if the mind and heart are roused, they are roused not for one end only but for all. So Christ, eager to convince the Pharisees, could notice the children's trouble, and bent on death could hear the blind beggar's cry. I hope now that my life will be more earnest and more full. I think it will. You say sometimes you don't see how you are going to help me. Is not this one way ? There are many many others and I shall take all my life to tell you them. . .
I hope to find a letter at Coire to-morrow just to feel and know that you are well. Do you know I shrink more from losing you through death than from any other cause ? I always have felt this, I don't know why, so please take care of yourself, take extra care, foolish care. We will read Fiftne together, and Browning shall plead the body's cause. . .
COIRE, June 30ZA, 1872.—Here I am writing to you, and I think I want to hear from you much more than you want to hear from me. I have been to the post-office in vain, your letter for me has not arrived, and there is no other comfort but to write to you. . . The memory of last week has not lost all its power to keep me happy. Frank says he knows that I give money away slyly in the greatness of my joy, and that there will be a large deficit in my accounts. Very sad, would it not be ? were you to make me forget " the principles." He will tell you himself his experience of a travelling companion in my condition. I try not to bore him, and he only makes merry with my supreme content. . . I am going to read something with you—Philosophy or Poetry, whichever you like. What a happy good time I have before me!
PONTRESINA, July 3rd, 1872.—If letters are not at the paste restante, I don't know what I shall do. It will be a week since I have heard. When I think what a pleasure I found and gave away again, I am inclined to complain.
How wonderful is the power which the spirit has over the body. I am better in health than I have been for many months, and I think the change is more due to you than to the Swiss climate, and now, wearied with heat and work, I can restore myself by writing to you. . .
Frank is stretched out on a sofa opposite me, sending all kinds of messages1 to you, how that it is his birthday, how that he has been taking care of me, how that he is grateful for your mention of him. I am sure you will like Frank, he has even less of art and imagination than I have, but he is just straight-